CHAPTER IV

OCTOBER IOTH: ELIZABETH'S JOURNAL (n)

October 10, 1933.

I AM writing in my bedroom 2 A.M., October i ith.
I have headed my paper the loth because it is of the
events of the loth that I am writing. I am putting
down as quickly as I can the happenings of the last
twenty-four hours, partly because I want them to be
accurately recorded, partly because the writing is a
relief and a safeguard, I also believe that matters
here, in this town, are reaching a crisis and that in
this house in any case everything will shortly be
changed. I am not a practised writer, as I have dis-
covered very often in this Journal, but I shall try to
state exactly what occurred and to remember things
said and done in this house since yesterday morning
as accurately as may be,

I am not, I think, as women go, a coward, but at
the same time I don't despise myself for being afraid.
Fear is part of everyone's experience. I am as badly
afraid at this moment as I have ever been* I fancy
that if I get this fear down on paper I may dissipate
some of it. I have been, I can see now clearly, far
too repressed, cautious, self-accusing in the past. I
intend to be so no longer.
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